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Oakland streets with a mail pouch slung over his shoulder.
The odd jobs he was able to find did not fill his days,
nor did they provide sufficient money for his family.
Reading in a Sunday supplement of the Sail Francisco
Examiner that the minimum rate paid by magazines was
ten dollars for each thousand words, and having half a
dozen exciting articles pulsing on the tips of his fingers,
he sat down at the rough wooden table Flora had put in his
eight-by-ten bedroom and wrote a thousand-word narrative
about his trip in the open boat down the Yukon. That
afternoon he mailed it to the editor of the San Francisco
Examiner. He had no idea that he was beginning a literary
career; he was simply trying to earn ten dollars to stave off
the landlord until the mail-carrier appointment came
through. He decided that his attack upon the literary world
would have to be postponed until he could manage to put
away a few hundred dollars in savings, or he no longer had
other mouths to feed.

Once his writer's brain got a taste of writing he could not
turn himself off. He immediately plunged into a twenty-
thousand-word serial for TouiKs Companion, making the
chapter lengths conform to those in serials he had read in
that magazine at the library. Before he realised what he was
doing he had dashed off seven of the Alaskan stories that were
formulated in his mind. He had opened the floodgates but
the slightest crack and was being overcome by the torrent.
No appointment came from the post office. "The Examiner
not only did not send him the ten dollars, but did not even
acknowledge receipt of the manuscript. Left without a
coin with which to buy food, Jack pawned the bicycle Eliza
had given him to ride to Oakland High; when the landlord
said pay or get out, he pawned the watch Eliza's husband
had given him as a gift, then the mackintosh John London
had left him as his sole legacy. When a former waterfront
comrade came along with a dress suit wrapped in news-
papers, for the possession of which he had no convincing
explanation, Jack swapped him some Alaskan souvenirs for
it and pawned the dress suit for five dollars, spending the